Chapter One

It had been months since she had put on her suit. She really didn’t have a need to, considering she had no missions. But once she had spent three month’s out of it, Samus couldn’t help but put on her damaged power suit. 


She knew this was the power suit she had worn for years. But after the damage it took from the X-parasite infestation, it just didn’t feel the same. In fact, it felt empty and bare.


“What’s the matter, Lady?” Samus’s computer asked her. This wasn’t an ordinary computer however. Programmed in the computer was the mind of Adam Malkovich, a former Galactic Federation General Samus served under while she was a part of the Galactic Federation. Adam had noticed the disappointed look on her face through the visor.


“It just isn’t the same anymore.” She said.


“What do you mean?” He asked. “You look fine to me.”


“This suit just isn’t what it used to be, and neither am I. After what happened back at SR388, the Galactic Federation would never employ me again. And lets face it I’ve burned out. I might have survived the X-Parasite Infestation, but it has left me with a great weakness. If my enemies happen to figure this out, I won’t have a chance.”


“Don’t be so concerned with what you can’t do and focus on what you can.” Adam said.  “Is there anything you can do to repair your suit?”


“Well…” She pondered for a moment. “Since this is Chozo technology, I can’t find anyone who can repair it. I have to find upgrades. My only hope is to travel to planets previously inhabited by Chozo.”


“That’s it!” Adam concluded. “If you travel to a planet such as this you might be able to retrieve that kind of technology. What planet do you have in mind?”


“I do know of one planet.” She said. “I visited once a long time ago when the space pirates first discovered Phazon and used it for experimentation. It’s a planet known as Tallon VI.”


“That settles it.” Adam said. “I’ll set the ship’s coordinates for Tallon VI. While you repair your suit, I’ll handle the negotiations with the Federation. You will be back to your old self in no time.”


“Hopefully” She mumbled.


It seems like a simple enough idea. She thought. The question is: Will it work. The bigger question is will I ever be the same again? 


As her ship sped off to it’s imputed destination, Samus couldn’t help but remember the last time she was on Tallon IV. She recalled the distress calls that lead her to the Space Pirate’s Frigate Orephon and all the creepy things that were held inside the ship. She also remembered the space pirates research labs and the metroid they kept in the mines and research labs. But what she recalled the most was the ruins of her non-existent breed: The Chozo. Between the ruins, the carved records, and even the ghost, Samus couldn’t help but being reminded of the Chozo that took her in and raised her after she was orphaned by the pirate raid. She began to wonder where they might be, or if they were still alive.


Her vessel coming to an abrupt stop interrupted her train of thought. She looked out the windshield of her gunship and noticed the planet below.


“We have arrived.” Adam said. “Your mission is to explore the planet and look for anything that could help repair your suit. Any objections, lady?”


Samus was about to respond when a sudden chill ran up her spine. It was feeling unlike any other. It felt as if someone was reading her thoughts, communicating with her mind. But it wasn’t like the mind link she shared with the Chozo. This force was cold, and evil.


Without warning, her ship was struck by gunfire. Samus was shocked by this attack, considering her radar didn’t pick up anything.


“Where is that gunfire coming from?” She shouted as she tried to steer clear from the heavy fire.


“I cannot detect where the fire is coming from. There are no vessels in sight and it’s not coming from the planet.”


Samus steered her ship furiously trying to locate the source of the attack. But she couldn’t see anything, and the attacks kept hitting the rear of her vessel no matter how many times she turned around.


It’s like I’m being attack by some sort of Ghost Vessel. She thought.


Her relatively small gunship couldn’t take the fire for long. It wasn’t long before the thrusters were destroyed and the gravity field was pulling in her ship.

“You better hang on tight, Lady.” Adam said. “We’re going in for a crash landing.”


Samus watched in horror as her ship plummeted to the planets surface, only to loose consciousness when her ship made contact with the planets crust.


When she regained conscious, Samus found herself seriously injured, and her ship destroyed.


“Adam!” She called out. “Adam, respond.”


Samus couldn’t hear anything except the chilling wind that brought her a fever of shivers. When she finally was aware of where she was, she pounded her fist in the ground in frustration. She realized she had been trapped under a thick sheet of ice on the coldest region on the planet: the Phendrana Drifts.


How could things possibly get worse? She thought.


She got her answer when a warning showed up on her visor notifying her that her suit had been compromised and the Varia Function that protected her from the fatal cold had malfunctioned. 


Damn. She thought. I’m going to die on this deserted planet.

This wasn’t the first time Samus had thought about her demise. But she had never imagined it would be like this. 


I can’t die this way! She thought. I have to fight it.

Samus attempted to make it back to her ship, but both of her legs were broken, and her ship was above the thick ice. Only a small portion of the nose that crashed into the ice was visible. She called out to Adam, but her ship had no power, witch resulted into no communication with him.

“I can’t believe this.” Samus mumbled to herself. “I’m going to die an alone, frozen, washed up bounty hunter. Out of all the ways I could have died, this is the most humiliating.”


She sighed as a tear rolled down her cold cheek. The tear almost froze instantly. She lied on the freezing ice that lied beneath her body and accepted her fate.


“So this is how it’s going to end?” She said bitterly, closing her eyes. “Then so be it…”


Just when everything seemed lost, her suits made a last ditch effort to keep her alive. In it’s compromised state, the suit went into a protective, Stasis Hibernation mode. The suit compressed Samus’s body. It was similar to the morph ball function; only this form was a little bigger and had a more oval like shape. The helmet of the suit was visible at this stage, but a protective shield, almost like an eyelid, covered the visor. As she found herself drifting into a deep state of unconsciousness, Samus gave one final thought.

I guess I have no choice. I am now at the mercy of whomever, or whatever, finds me. But it’s not like anyone is looking for me…
